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Why Leaving 


There are things you learn 
things you don't want to know 

things you know and want to forget 
and that seems to 
spark 

everyone's curiosity 
you can't cry about it 
those 
empty 

syllables of time 
wits about 
the place 

who could ever know 
how many tears 



1-800 Hot Sex Debby Number 


You torture yourself 
sometimes 
at times 
with the belief 

that life could be different 

maybe there could be 
more than this 

too late to consider someone else 
at a dollar per minute 
she'll pick up the phone 
any second 

Debby answers the phone 
"Hello there" 
a soft sexy voice 

with her headset on 
at a desk 

somewhere in Jersey 
"What is your name?" 

"Are you married?" 

"What do you like to do?" 

Is love so ummeasureable? 
perfect she says 
You want me to talk dirty?" 



In the Evening 


The darkness to me 

saying 

ancient 

irreversible things 
the way a child cried in torment 
or an older person 
struggles to walk 
we get along with ourselves 
or, at least we try 



First Night 


You found out as 

It rained, or was raining 
in Normandy that night 
the train stopped 

I found an Afghani hamburger place 
plopped down my duffle bag 
had a seat 

waited for that burger, soda and fries 
a fight broke out 

someone hit someone else 
a few sordid shouts 

I had no idea what it was about 
I finished my meal and went outside 
back into the drizzling rain 
I found a bus and took it 
having no idea 
where I was going 

I ended up on a highway 
and set the top of my tent up 
under the seat of the bus stop 
I slept there in the pouring rain 
in the morning 

I walked into the town of Mathieu 
counted about two euros left 
waited for another bus 

and finally arrived in town. 



Count Me Out 


The radio play sweet songs 
I sit at the desk 
wondering 
the wind outside 
fierce, disturbed 
it is the eleventh of December 
the cold seeps into your hands 
burns your ears 
the people move slowly 
like figures in a painting 
I once saw long ago 

in the galleries of my old home town 
somewhere far away now 
too far to remember 
but the music plays 
and reminds me. 



Those Old Beat Giants 


They still walk along the streets 
of Berkeley and San Francisco 

remembering the Summer of Love 
the Viet Nam War, LBJ, Nixon, Kent State 
guns in the streets 
soldiers off to War 
when I was a child 

we would watch the news during dinner 
they would count the bodies every night 
of the men who we had lost 
pictures of men running 
through Saigon with stretchers, 
bombs going off, bullets flying 
the only thing 
on anyone's mind 
was when would it end 

Those old Beat giants, 

they still make their soup 
and put together the words 
to define a generation 
the world may soon forget 
in the agony of television 
and movie theaters, computers 

and alcoholics anonymous meetings 



They'll Come Back Again 


Esteem is a waiting game 
you bid your time 
hold on to it? 

Precious, like, morning walks 
those once so meaningful 
pleasures taking you in 
to conversations of the day 
that lasted hours 
without meaning. 



Obey the Joke? 


When you are young, and the 
times intrigued upon you, 

towards some unique destination 
when the tides of time befell 
you, what you know of time, 
in the society of leisure, the 
tailored time of persuasive 

treasures, invoked with a thousand 
legions of attachment 

burning in the principles of our misbegotten pleasure, 
advanced with measures 
of time, from Istanbul 

they shackled our doors 
squelching white noise 
through the radio tuning 
to silence the truth, advented at a Bible 

One bright day, turmoil walked down Fifth Avenue 
on his way to get a pizza, feeling deducted by the 
click click clicking of ball bearings in the hub 
of a passing tricycle 

he ran to hide in the Empire State Building 
but became manically paranoid 
of the elevator man in uniform, 

turmoil rushed out the door, seeking solace 
not knowing where to find it, ducked into a movie theater 
paid for a bucket of popcorn, sat in the back row 
disgusted. 



Plan for the Future 


Make up your day 
as you go along 
with your own idea 
of what to believe 
try not to let others 
fail you, try to give them 
the time they need 
to accomplish things 
for themselves 



Signification of Rhyme 


The old poets seem to dance down the street 
with their books of old poems and scarves 
dancing in the wind with them 
speaking of the memories of times 
old friends who once walked along 
the very same way, tears in their eyes 

inexplicable sadness, their beaten down eyes 
old clothes, new friends, leaning against their shoulders 
like to rub against them would bring them some 
untold truth of a million years 

then, they forget themselves, say goodbye, turn the corner 



Another Day Has Passed In Silence 

Everyday another massacre 
another downpour of violence 
raining 

upon the earth 
like a disease itself 

that nobody is able to treat 
or unwilling to face 
for the right reasons 

each minute 
another silence gesture 
like a mime 
in stripped suit 
making imagery of a box 

we feel trapped 
and adorned 

with kind words 
leading us 


nowhere 



All the Beautiful People 


You choke on little pieces of food 
barely able to swallow a glass of water 
they tell you 

everything is as it should be 
everything is perfect 

the pain, it seers through you 
every moment of the day 
they tell you little things 
you forgot this 

you forgot that 
you didn't do this 
you are incorrect, it is this way 

your muscles ache so much 
you can barely understand 
what it is 
they are saying 


they leave you two dollars 
to survive on a month 
call you momma's boy 

the cruelty 

never never 
ends. 

never never 
ends 


never never 



ends 


It's Like The Pain Sees 


You see for yourself 
what others cannot 
you walk around 
the rainy days 

feeling the cold wind on your shoulders 
breathing short breathes 

losing weight 
no one 
dares call 
ruined 

thinking about 
those days 
long ago 

you came out of the pool 
your father took the towel 
and dried your hair 

like polishing a shoe 
working it through 
over and over again 
why so hard? You wondered. 


"They will say, his hair is still wet" he said to me. 



The Masters and Their Canes 


They stroll through the courtyard 
with smiles and baby carriages 

talking over radios and satellites 
beginning each scenario 
as if in dream 

the cold sardine of truth imminent and among them 
waiting for you, in the darkness of their midst 
as soon as they have you 
captured. 

You escape into the dreary leisure of your own doing 
and they come, all hours of the night 

smiles and words, measuring you up 

like a whirling dirvish lost in the ice capades show 
behind a curtain of paint and sound 

lounging in between numbers, drinking beer 
screaming at you 

about all the things you forgot to do 

as the next case of beer arrives 
so they can obliviate themselves 
all the while, telling you what 
to do. 



A French Man and His Dog 


In the emptiness of night 
there is no greater torment 
then to be alone 
so he walks with him 

in the gentle cold 

they stroll beyond the Rue de Rivoli 

the late night night trains and paper checks 
beyond the Rue du Fallaise 
they could be traveling anywhere 

bright stars collide inside the deepest dark of sky 



Berkeley 


Berkeley was fantastic 
we used to sing and dance 
smoke cigarettes and get high 
pack our lunches and go watch 
Nobel prize winning laureates 

lecture about Anthropology, Economics, Chemistry, Physics 
all in a days work 

between making love and reading our next assignment 
some of us got lost forever in the idea 
that we would ever be able to make anything more out of it 
there were riots and protests, sit ins and concerts 
the students assembled to change the world 
or change themselves depending on the day of the week 

but we never felt anything more then love for each other 

we would show up at one anothers door at four in the morning 
with a bag of dope and smoke until the morning light 
brought the sound of the San Francisco train 

and the fog over the bay was crystalline and listless 
clearing in the afternoon, leaving the Golden Gate bridge gleaming 
and we enjoyed ourselves 
loving one another, learning together 
that was what was most important 

most of the students left 
at the end of their school term 
and some stayed behind preferring 
the atmosphere of the small town 
not knowing, either way which way to turn, left or right 
losing sight of the politics 
we only wanted to live together 
in peace. It was a simple time in our lives. 



When I Was a Child 


When I was a young boy 

I read Ivan Denisovich and other stories of Solzhenitsyn 
learned of the haunting resolutions of silences 
that followed in regimes of totalitarianism 
the far penetrating, bewildering confusion that 
left these bright men in confusion and anguish 
unable to reconcile what they understood of life 
and what they understood of truth, 
trying to share with others the values that 
had been instilled to them for generations 
met with the lurid glow of silences 
that followed them 

everywhere. 



Here I Go Again 


A hot pan on the oven 
to lay 

a piece of bread 
and make toast 

silly thoughts of how I go too far 
eating three of them 

with the lovely cheese spread 
enough for me 
one last one 

and I'll use the tahini sauce 
just to shake up the evening 
give it a little attitude 



When I Come Down 


I always have to check 

either the desk, the bureau or the windowsill 
for my wallet 

with the card to the door 
of the little apartment I stay 

a bed, a refridgerator, a microwave and kitchen 
I roll a cigarette at the desk 
this is my routine 
remember my wallet 
out the door 
into the elevator 

through the lobby, say hello 

out the front door 
smoke the cigarette 
then, 

back upstairs 



Even if It's Nuts 


I have to do this 

it's like 

a part of me 
screams 
to express 

what I know; what I don't know, what I feel 

the rain comes and goes 
I walk a long way to the market 
not so long 

long enough to get wet when it rains 
and feel the leaves crumple under my feet 
as I walk along the grassy ways 
at the side of the highway 

sometimes, when I have extra change 
I buy that slice of apple pie and ice cream 

wait until the evening comes 
heat it up 

pour that ice cream on 


enjoy myself 



What Does It Matter? 


I'm alone all the time 
I listen to music 

watch movies on the screen 
watercolor and write 
but most of the time 
I am alone 



Dinner Heats Up 


The waiting game begins 
the minute you drop the spaghetti 
into that hot water 

wait for the time to pass 

listen for the tomato sauce to start boiling 
dinner will be ready 
any second. 



I'm Tired 


All the men who think they own the world 
amount to one guy carrying a rake 
in the early morning 
lifting the leaves out of the road 


All the women who sensed a great disaster 
belong together in a giant disco in heaven 
where they can dance together 
and forget it ever happened 


even if they are only the pale shroud of ghosts 
after some nuclear 
annihilation 


because some guy tried to line the world up 
at a baseball game 
and hand out bags of peanuts 

and one guy 

in the back of the line 

could not 


wait. 



The Inspiration of Value 


What becomes 

of the minutes and the seconds of your life 
taken in reserve 
by tumbling men with dice 
playing cheap tricks 
into the doorway of your imagination 

when I am puzzled by the existence of time 
that seems illusive 

or the bending curvature of dreams 
drifting your conscious out of the morning 
into the new day 

you wonder 
as your eyes 
open 


what it is to dream 
the way you want it to 
happen 



Sonnet of Fire 


The glow of your ordeal 
in the twilight of angels 
resounds 

through the thickening midst 
of persevering minds 
that offer nothing to the world 
save for the small lament of their duties 

and without giving, without love 
there is nothing 

nothing but the fire. 


As the work you accomplished 
incinerates 

in the present tense of your thought 
a past that seems empty of invoked 
obligations to mankind 

they'll say 
that's what that was 

destroying the dreams 
you shared 


only with yourself 



WHO 


Who were left impoverished 
by the frozen enemies of time 
in illicit scenes of their own good moods 
amidst frowns and whining 
told not to move 
as the clock ticked the seconds 
down 


Who waited on street corners 

and shot dope in abandoned houses 
in New Jersey, only to be found dead 

among a party of unconcerned citizens 
who failed to understand the nature of 
their own poisons 


Who slept in train stations till dawn 
waiting for the ride back to nowhere 
amidst sounds of passing cars and 

found last pocket change in their jeans 
only to spend it on hard boiled eggs 
from local liquor stores 
in Oakland. 


Who left their bicycles in front of drug stores 
and arrived from the counter only to find them 
stolen in the moments they were away 



Who lost in the oblivion of time became empty of soul 
ragged of heart, merciless of nature and belonged 
to each other in buildings of unscene spectacles 
yet lost to the world in their unnatural cruelty 

Who pretended to believe in the cause of humanity 

and allowed suffering to continue endlessly and without 
reason, and sipped carafes of white wine while doing it 

Who bled patriotic submissions of advisements to White Houses 
filled with rain and tears, drones and bombs, weakness and 
lost virtues. 



Rain Filled With Tears 


I wonder if the snow has any friends 
maybe it could introduce me to someone special 
who has no history and no old boyfriends 
no knives on the table waiting for fresh skin 

ready to carve your head and lock it in the microwave 
truck it down the street, declare it invaluable 

I wonder if the tree knows the story 
I wonder if the dog is secretly an old Socratic politician 
how could you prosecute a man for the way that he thinks? 

in my age 

that happened. 



The Upside Down 


Calamity Jane went crazy, killed a bunch of guys, became a 
legendary Western heroine... 

Jesse James must have learned the money 
was rolling through the federal tax men 
who he clobbered on the train, but failed 
to notice the red head clutching her purse 
on the right side of the aisle facing him 
as ge took them down, one at a time... 

On their way delivering her money to the safe. 

Billy the Kidd got a but riled up when the good ole boys explained 
that a bunch of guys had molested his Ma at the bar... 

Wild Bill Hickock got gunned down by a six year old, who they had to 
replace with an older kid 

the minute he ran into the card fame and took the shot. They said 
Wild Bill died holding the dead man's hand. 



The Extinguished Flame 


He had kidney problems and died. 

I went to see if he had left anything 
at his apartment, but the lady at the desk 
said they had cleared out his things. 



Fatso 


We called Marcucci fatso because 
he was fat. 

In the sixth grade he was the new kid in class. I ordered him 
dozen pizzas. 

They arrived one at a time 

and ge kept sending them back 

screaming in the night " I didn't order any pizzas" 



The Intelligent Tranversant of Spheres 

The status of major arcanes 

Emotes the maxims of verse, the 
contrary impression, of what is painted 
with radio, television, movies and films 
We eat it like baloney or sometimes with mustard 
guarding ourselves, it seems, from the cardinal virtues, that seem 
devoured and forgotten 
in the emulsion of the film, the very presence 
of it, misbegottening us, 

Mancini said there was a. shot in the dark. 

Milotti, I saw your name at the Dead Agent 

Memorial of Caen, eating bread in the middle of the night, I thought I 
heard your phone ringing 



The Half of It 


The story, anyways, Mastrioni, 
is I went looking for you in the dark night 
to eatn your commission, but Fellini's clown 
beat me to it. 

Boots that move beyond you in the darkness 
Those dark shadows casting light into themselves 
These trials of mine, that came against them in a court that dismissed 
my orders for the exact same 

motion, screaming fried eggs, lawyers, innocence,sex, why read, why 
learn anything, 

absolutely numb to the core with cocaine and 
idealized like, yes, madness, baloney, tanks 
and a side of french fries, to go, thanks. 



Sweet Sixteen 


When I finally turned twenty five 
I remember, I came downstairs 
and my father was waiting at the table 
just to the right of his usual seat 

Almost looming in the darkness, 
with the television over his shoulder, 
with the half eaten eggs and toast, 
coffee and headlines. 

I said, "well Pop, I guess I'm twenty five today..." 

He smiles, gently puts down the newspaper 

says to me,"Happy birthday" He says, surprising me, cause he rarely 
said that right away (he usually had to be reminded,] "You know 
what that means?" he says," No, what does that mean, Pop?" 
feeling like a wiseguy whenever he asks me anything. 

He looks at me and smiles "Your too old to play rock and roll..." 

I said "What are you talking about? 

He says to me, "Once you get over 16 in rock and roll, you might as 
well be retired." 



My Shit Luck 


"Everyt ime I get to the bus stop, 

I'm always a minute late." 

Ahmet says he wants to start a band 
and call it eleven fifty nine, 
because whenever you plan for anything at 
twelve, it always comes a minute early. 



Perfect Sounds 


When I was a teenager 
I only wanted to sing love songs, 
the songs that only put people 
in the right mood 

because I thought that rock and roll 
was too insistent, too penetrating, 
lacking the willful conduct of passion 

and out of control in its tonality and range. 

I wanted to play drums when I was ten 
I liked the drums 


in the late afternoon I would practice 
and try to keep time with the record 
I would play them over and over 

dinner time was about six 
and I always arrived first. 



The Stories They Tell 


When you get to the bar 
and its ready and waiting 
When you turn a second to see 
future, sudden, appearing, gash of boots, 
thoughts of her, someone else, hands 
suddenly, feeling, arrival of terror 
moment of doubt. Of the One 
that lasts forever. 



An Ole Olive Tree 


So long ago, past what I can remember, 

Past the storefront places I once inhabited, 
the record store, the JJ Newberry, the toy mart 
we drank soda pop like tanks of gas 

Like there was no tomorrow 

and tomorrow whispered to today 

Nice to meet you. Greeted by the sun, 

Indoors we watched television and drank wine, 

enjoyed the flavor of the times, like rent money flowing into the lava 

of Pompeii, the party Roared. 

We took what they gaped at it, riveting our tears 
into sorrows and leaving old worlds behind for 
Older worlds resigned into their distance by 
The ravages of eternity, those gospel leanings 

of glad times now gone, old photographs 
hunting me like madness in the doorway 
of ruin, as if to say, I have come to seek the darkness. 

Memories of ancient oratories swift in my ear 
the corridors of early morning times lapsed 



Made Sense at the Time 


Enough, says the form 

We need a break 

All the questions, prosecutions 

the bullets could count the bizarre in this scene 

my God 

how could we be anything but happy, 
excellent cafe, says the memory 
to the time 
I really love you 
memory closes her eyes 
drags a cigarette 
says hello 
and smiles. 



Determined to Ignore You 

The Western World, designed 
to perfect it's ultimate union 
between cash and money, dollar 
and faith, rewards that time 
your flocks into screaming bands 
of eagles and others, 

belong, after that, to acceptance 
and it is not the same for those 

who feel they understand and do not. 



In the Evening When I Go 

The plays of life we made 
for ourselves, the spectacle 
of our scenes, the misery 
that company 

What they Tell You 

when you look towards nature 
sounds of the birds 
in the morning songs 
that break into your life 
as so many pebbles tossed 
into the pools of sorrow 
that arr now yours in the freedom. 

I go there, beyond the places of my past 
and present existences, into future sorrows, 
wondering where they are, 

those long ago days we smiled and laughed 
destroyed, in the madness, that is ethics 
and discussion, of what was once 


unscene. 



I Wonder, too 


Look at that girl in a mad hatter scene 
the song says to you before Tommy 
seems to wonder, something is coming, 
he tells you with his guitar, 

Tommy wears a black beret and sits in the chair, 
He plays the classical Spanish model while 
I watch from the sound booth, he doesn't 
pay attention to anything but the strings, 

he's not one of those pretty boy players 
who look up at you and smile, as if to say, 
see how great I am. No. Tedesco watches the 
strings, and that is why they call him the 
best studio session player in the world. 

Tommy died of cancer and the world went 
insane. I guess that's what happens 
when you lose the first chair of the band. 


I heard he wrote for Elvis. 



Suffer for Art 


Suffer for your art, my father says, walking 
from the front door as I play the piano. 

He says, all those one hit 
wonders made it big 

the instant they hit the stage...and the only 
true artists who ever made a real lasting 
impression were the artists who suffered 
their entire lives. 



This Place is Yours 


When you come for the breakfast 

You will find the eggs sunny side up 

or scrambled, depending on the mood your in, 

Potatoes carved into little boxes and fried with oil, the fraise yogurt 

outstanding, of course, 

the fresh orange juice and coffee 

perfect mornings. 

Welcome to the plastic Hotel. 



The Romance of It 


These gone blue days 
dreams of derrieres 

if only to speak amongst the owls 
in their own language 
telling them, 

What to tell them 

nothing was perfect 



The soul of yourself 
The shadow of your curve 
the way that you go. 



Nobody Should Ever be made to play a Fool 


The morning, when I arrived 
to everything destroyed 
the food stolen, the bicycles 

still swimming by on the road 
pretending to be early about 
what they can't admit to know 
clothes stolen, equipment also 
the people arriving too specifically, 
even my underwear gone 

social workers bringing a new set of those to me 
like some precious gift I should vomit with 

I arrived at the Palais Royal 

to sit in court, only to find 

they were on a two week holiday 

and I sat on the stairs outside the courtroom 

smoking cigarettes. 



The Abandoned Bistro of Marshal Foch 

Cafe is always finished 
with the affair 
that lasts a brief moment 
at every second, possibly a good investment 
as they drive 
off, to more and more 
value for them 
consumption, to others 
warning; don't let the light eat you. 



The Plastic Two door Sedan Experience 

Fields of glory suddenly exposed, 
reign of calvery and unsold books, 
preparing perfect revenues, profiles 
suntanned and waiting 

on Greek adonis beaches 
the advanced inventory dissected 
budgetless, naked, explaining 
in the darkness of a secret light 



Who I am and for what I came? 
the unbelievable flight of birds 
streaking across the sky towards 
the sandy moon. 

Who I am and for what am I? 



San Francisco Bay Subway Ride, 1985 


The city is always windy and rainy 
I get on at the Shattuck Station before Ashby 

my apartment is two stories up and across the street, just above the 
pizza place that serves 
thick slices of Sicilian, the chef does 
business out of a mop closet 
in the hallway below the stairwell 



Hand It Over 


The love you feel 
as they smile 
Trying to 
feel you out 
as they say 

We love you too 



The Plastic Card Experience 


You show up on the radar 
they bought to protect you 
funny. 



Last Place On Earth 


We first met on the streets, his father and me, we stranded 
ourselves during the afternoon, laughing with pizza and beer, 

I always shared money freely on the streets 
The dishes arrive every minute, 
open oceans out to seas, 
in twinkle of eyes 

and starry gazing lovers 



Where are We Now? 


Does it matter 
if the cold seeps in 
makes your bones strong 
or if the soft wind can break them? 



Those Lovely Times 

I seek the doorways to oblivion 
at times, I must admit, the inner 
shadows of my life behold the breathing 
dragons of black lagoons, imagining 

Creatures delivering their souls to the 
River of Styx, that place I came to after 
desert of hot springs laughing with family 
Brought to the verge of frenzy 
It has nothing yo do with me, I think 
or any of the other ones who came 
grouping through the darkness of 
shadows to understand what was left of 
truth. 

What I know of words has no meaning 
as we do not feel the rain until 
it emerges into the doorway to meet you. 



There Will Always Be The Sound of the Rain 
Everyone sees, 

there might be a little amount 
enough for everyone 
to eat. 

The principle, 

you have to run for it 

wherever it goes 

then there are some 

who search the darkness for answers 

Carrying only the light with them. 



The Young and Old 


Those left behind 
in the wake that was, 
that IS, that simple freedom 
that was pleasure, 
once. 

Beyond those closing doors, those ghost dancers dead in 
midst of dance, we felt unreal to complete, whatever controls 
these packages, 
now, Your liter is empty. 



Leaves of Normandy 


I am the leaves along the walkway 
I am the soul that knows no mind 
I am the silence that speaks to myself 

without companionship or dreams 
everything I have known and seen 
scattered to dust in angry words 
I am the disturbance of cold moods 
coming to greet you in warmth 

I am the language of sin, 

trying to entertain 

those who could not laugh or cry 

I am the time of day, 

in my own way 

I am like the seasons of the sun 
the waters turning with their power 
torn asunder with the realization of time 
the cold blanket truth of it, that I resist 

what is told to me in confidence 
as only part of a larger half truth 



Run Affairs 


At reveille, you can't slow down 

When Bogart needs financing for his company and they need 
peanuts, so we can say 

we are spiritual and run a sail. 



Beat Poets of San Francisco 


There is an old piano 
in the back of the cafe 
in the part of Little Italy 
near the Perche No restaurant 
that is exalted coffee 



If I was that seller, I would not say Goodbye 


These plates, prepared for whatever form of stranger of night, 
fireworks blazing 

in the Bastille night, one comes close 
into the impact of my shoulder 
breathless and waiting; I wonder 
why so close, 

I am not that 
timeless figure 
made to believe 
in the fragment. 



The Leaves Of Tanya 


Audrey Hepburn has got 

nothing on you, babe. 

You say to her as she reaches 
for the comb for her hair. 

Wet hair, dripping with the water 
tires screeching over corners 
mischief reigning in the dawn 

you closed the door and said hello 
fermenting the cheese and wine 
I walked into the kitchen and looked 
to see if you were eating 
you said you could make coffee 

I sat at the window and rolled 
You brushed your hair on the bed 
Before the phone rang. 

I kept rolling 


You played with the conversation 
she played, or was bize playing, as they say, 
demanding passage; and she waved her hand in the air, 
like waving them goodbye 

I slept on the floor maybe six months, 

She would throw me the big white adorable goose feather down 
comforter, the one she was quietly burning in and tell me she felt 
better. 

In the middle of the night 
She would wait in nervous agitation 
holding her knees together like a 
Cold soldier. 




You Say 


The bar fights they used to get into 
while I stood at the side of a stool 
Wondering who would arrive 
Even the side of the road looked fun then 

Preparing to arrive for judgment day? 



Promise to God 


This time I shall not seek 
The darkness, or run to where 
The river is deep 
In laws 


What I know 
Of time has no virtue 
In telling 

For what, I do not know, 

Poetry is the exponent of time 
marching forward 
to the click of high heel boots 
dreaming their way through your doors. 

trauma of theater 

As it pays in paved roads 

by the bench. 



Right On Midnight River 


You will pay in your fantasy 

For taking it too seriously 

In the delusion of madness, the nuance of time 

Distributed forsaken in its madness 

You sought the light of day 

Desperate in its measure 

Rive Gauche in its complaint 

Forms moving through spaceless time 
Trying to understand the formless 



Wherever I Go 


Wanting you 
right now 
the way I do 

I wonder 

what will be the right time 
in Shakespeare or otherwise 
to deny it 

Some places are better left unfound 
Those affairs of the heart 
everyone is the same, just 
the same. 



Love You 


The black out moods 
of reserved seating, fondu, principles 
trains that left without me 
soft bells of vibraphones 

ringing out in the lapse of time 
between mallot and crush of metal 
simple times 

removed from reality 
but soft in memory 
those old jazz guys 
who never died in records 
still moving through 

the destiny of our minds 
shaping our thoughts and feelings 
who would ever imagine 
the swing of a saxophone 
could make you feel alright 
forty years after 

he put out that cigarette 
and took the stage 



In The Middle of a Daydream 


Coltrane playing simply 
sounds of the egg boiling 
afternoon light 
streams through the window 
of my one room place 
I am a long 
long way 
away now, 
far from the 
white picket fence 

of my old neighborhood 
the faces of my 
grade school friends 
those 

dead and gone ones 
finding me 

in the space of silence 
between songs 
sometimes 
I think of love 

and what it means 
what it is I should 
think or feel 



When I see You 


Bells clammer in the evening 
from the tall tower of the Campanile 
Raul is just finishing his trumpet solo 
from the vast ending of the street 
of Telegraph Avenue 
I start to walk in the rain 
wondering 
if the future 
is a reality 
or am I 

just an ice skater 
some figurine 
on the top 
of a birthday cake 
looking back 
into the past 
of dreams 

while others blow out 
candles 

and make wishes 
spelling me 
into the dust 



If The Past Has Answers 


Come back to the bar 
have another round of beer 
talk responsibility 
consequences 
change 
it's funny 

the only thing we know 
they will all be back 
tomorrow 

with their circular dimes 
spinning across 
the countertop 
as the girl 
moves the towel 
through the latest 
spill 

speaking of disaster 
toasting 
its success 



The Place at Saint Saveur 


I saw Mary waiting on the first step 
at the top of the stairs and thought, 
they must have made her for a dealer's shill, that one 
as they sat together on the Piazza, 

who is that guy? 

The lady of the ball moving from the bench to the 
center of the large middle stair that was the place of her 
meeting, her face beaming in the moonlight, "if I am 
the debutante, who are you?" my mind thinks to itself in the 
moment, and he , he represents the men, because he is one. 



Laughter In The Rain 


That old song plays 
I wonder 
if they get 

the inference. 



